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	1. Chapter 1

_**Hi there! This is my first Harry Potter fic and is written to celebrate one of my friend's birthday. Putti7777777 Happy birthday! I hope you like it! Reviews are much appreciated. I really need constructive criticism. So, read it and tell me what you think...**_

James Potter was very excited. He was finally going to Hogwarts, tomorrow. His eyes shone from behind his glasses and he was bouncing up and down, unable to contain his excitement.

His father, Charlus Potter smiled fondly at his hyperactive son. "Now, now James. Stop jumping around so much, otherwise you'll break something and you know your mother doesn't like that,"

"Sorry dad," James said sheepishly. Dorea Black was a very scary woman and both her husband and her son tried their hardest to remain in her good books.

Charlus smiled at his son. Unknown to James, he too had been hyperactive when he was a kid and his father, James' grandfather had had a hard time controlling him.

Dorea entered the house through the back door. "James, why aren't you in bed yet?"

"Bed? Mom, you said I could stay up for a while tonight."

"I did and you have stayed up. For a whole half an hour. So you are going to your room and going to bed. You do have to wake up early tomorrow and at this rate that is something which is not going to happen."

"Okay mom," the youngest in the Potter family sighed, "but dad, are you sure that first years are not allowed to have brooms?"

"Yes son. I can show you the letter again, if you want?"

"No, that's alright. I'm going to bed now. Good night mom. 'Night dad." and giving his parents a hug, James ran up the stairs of their enormous mansion and went to his room.

He changed into a comfortable shirt and pants and crawled underneath the covers. For a few minutes, he looked out of the open window to his right, wondering if such a window existed at Hogwarts.

Against his will, his eyes began to close and soon, he was fast asleep, dreaming about Hogwarts and the pranks he would play.

Dorea entered his room and made her way to her son's bed. Looking down at his innocent face, she wondered how Hogwarts would treat him and how he would treat Hogwarts. She hoped, for his sake, that he found some one there who would always look out for him.

She sighed, glancing around, at the mess in his room. Almost all his clothes had been packed, but he still managed to keep it on a mess.

She picked up a few of his used clothes and put them in the laundry basket outside his door. Entering again, she tucked up James and gave him a kiss on the forehead.

XXXXXXX

The next morning, the Potter Mansion was in a cheerful uproar. Nothing could be found.

James was rushing around, wearing just his pants, searching desperately for his shirt. He had kept it right there, on the table before going to bed. Or had he?

Dorea was making breakfast when her husband entered the room. His tie was askew and so were his glasses. He was buttoning up the last of his shirt and was stumbling because of his half-worn socks.

She sighed and took the bacon and eggs of the fire. After arranging them on the plate, she walked over to Charlus and fixed his tie and glasses, asking, "Where's James? Is he still running around like a headless chicken?"

Dorea and Charlus were older than your average parents of eleven year olds. They hadn't been expecting a child in their lives and the birth of James had been a wonderful surprise.

So, understandably James was slightly spoilt. His parents loved him to a pieces. He was also lonely. He was the only child in an enormous bungalow and there was rarely anyone around.

His father had taught him flying and Charlus always maintained that James' first love was his broomstick. The Potters had a huge garden and James would zoom around everyday yelling his lungs out.

James finally found his shirt ( it was in the laundry basket! ) and sauntered down. By then, it was almost time to leave - it was 9:36am and they had to leave at 10:00am for James to be able to board it at 11 o'clock.

James reached his place on the table bouncing up and down. His eyes were sparkling with excitement and mischief. Dorea and Charlus also took their seats and they began to eat.

James, unable to control his energy, began kicking his legs under the table. Unfortunately for him, one of his kicks caught Dorea.

"James dear, if you don't control your hyperactive self, then I suggest that you leave the table. Hogwarts would also be better off without you, anyway."

James flushed._ The very idea!_ "Sorry mom. I'll try controlling my 'hyperactive' self."

"Is that sarcasm I detect?" Dorea asked, her voice dangerously low.

Charlus intervened, "So James, got any pranks planned?"

"Yeah actually. See, what if you put a curse on the Slytherins, that turns their no-good idiotic selfs pink? And then—"

"Charlus! Stop encouraging the boy! And you," Dorea said, rounding on James, "stop insulating a house you don't even know that well."

"But mom, aren't all Slytherins no-good idiots?"

"Are you saying that your dear mother is a no-good idiot?" Dorea Black asked, her eyes flashing; a telltale sign that she was soon going to become mad.

James backtracked. "N..no! Of course not, mother!" He cast a helpless glance at his father. Charlus was very carefully ignoring both his wife and son and was chewing his food.

"Good." his mother said. And then, she muttered low under her breath, "most Slytherins are no-good idiots."

"What was that?" Charlus asked, putting himself into the conversation.

"Nothing dear,"

They gobbled up their food and Charlus and James went to get his trunk. Panting they brought it out to the car and were soon driving down the road to King's Cross Station.

They reached the busy-bustling commercial area at 10:44 on the dot and went through the barrier, James pushing his trunk in front of him. He went first.

Crossing to the other side, James paused, taking in the enormous train in front of him. The awesome sight of a 4-6-0 Hall Class steam locomotive model number GWR 5900 is sure to impress even the toughest critiques.

James knew that this train had been installed by the muggles and used to run on coal. Now however, it ran purely on magic.

James bounded over to one of the entrances and was about to get in when he a young boy, standing with his parents caught his eye. The boy had black hair which fell into his startling grey eyes.

He was staring at his mother who appeared to be giving him a lecture. James stepped down and stood next to his parents. He took his mother's fussing - his hair never lay flat! - without complain and barely paid attention to what his father was saying.

The boy was roughly handled by his mother but didn't resist. His father barely spoke to him. A younger boy - presumably his brother - stood cowering behind his mother.

The whistle blew.

Dorea ushered her son to the train. James lost sight of the boy. He hugged his parent and kissed his mother on the cheek one last time. "I'll write very week mom. Dad, don't worry. I'll tell you the minute I plan a prank!"

"Don't you dare! No pranks!"

James laughed at his mother. "No promises!"

"Bye son! Tell me all about your first day. And all the pranks you plan on pulling!" Dorea glared at her husband.

"I'll send you food from there mum! Dad needs a break from your terrible cooking!"

This was not true. Dorea cook exceptionally well and Charlus had often praised his wife on this. It was a standing joke between James and his mother to insult her food. He rarely got away with it, but she couldn't do anything now.

"Send me loads of letters, love!" Dorea shouted, causing James to wince at the silly nickname.

"Enjoy Hogwarts James! You only have seven years there!"

"I will Mom. Don't worry. I plan on using my time at Hogwarts wisely dad!" James moved to hug his parents one last time before he got on the train for good.

The Hogwarts Express started moving slowly at first but then picked up pace. James waved wildly to his parents until they were out of sight.

Then, he squared his shoulders, picked up his trunk and began walking down the train, trying to find a place to sit. The first few cabins were stuffed full. He walked on.

While he was walking, he wasn't paying attention to what was in front of him. His attention was trained on the cabins to his left and right. So, it was no surprise when he smacked right into someone who also wasn't looking.

"Ouch!"

"Watch where your going!" the boy yelled.

James was about to retort sharply when he saw who he run into. The boy from the station! He had the same hair and eyes. The retort died on his lips.

The boy seemed to notice that James was no longer angry and his own anger slowly subsided. He got up and offered his hand to James. He seemed surprised when James took it and pulled himself up.

"Let's look for a place to sit together?" James suggested, when he was standing. The boy nodded and they set off down the train, once again.

After crossing one carriage and entering the second one, the found one cabin in which there was only one person sitting - a boy about their age. He had light brown hair. His back was turned to them and he was looking out of the window.

He started when suddenly the two of them entered.

"Is this seat taken?" James asked.

The boy shook his head. He had big green eyes with flecks of gold in them. They had widened slightly when James and the other boy had entered and they slowly resumed their normal size.

James took this as an invitation to sit down and sat. The other boy - the one who had entered with James - sat down cautiously on the seat.

Taking upon himself to initiate conversation, "Hey! I'm James Potter."

The boy with the green eyes muttered something. "Sorry, didn't quite catch that."

"Remus Lupin." the boy said in a low, musical voice.

They both smiled at each other and turned to the other boy. He was shrinking into himself as if embarrassed. Catching their questioning looks, he said, "Sirius Black."

There was a stunned silence in the cabin for a minute. James had grown up hating the Blacks and couldn't imagine that he had just tried to befriend one.

Remus broke the silence, smiling nicely at Sirius "Nice to meet you."

Sirius' neck snapped up and he stared at Remus, unable to believe that this boy was being nice to him. "You aren't going to kick me out?"

"No," Remus said, glaring at James who looked as if he might protest.

"Thanks," Sirius said gratefully, having not noticed James.

"So which house do you want to be sorted in?" Remus asked, trying to get everyone to participate in the conversation.

"Gryffindor," Sirius said.

"Really?" James asked unbelievingly. The entire Black family had been in Slytherin for as long as anyone could remember.

"Yeah. Don't want to follow in dear Narcissa and Bellatrix's footsteps. My mom's an old twat. Wants me to become a Slytherin. As if!"

James cheered up immediately and there was no more hostility in the room. "No one important has been in Slytherin!"

"Voldemort." Remus pointed out.

"You think he's important?" Sirius and James yelled together. "Are you crazy?"

"See this from a historian's point of view. History favours the people who actually try to change the world, however much mad they are. So yes he is important to history,"

This reasoning prevented the two boys from losing it completely. Sirius nodded. "It makes some sense," he said grudgingly.

"Okaay. Back to my point. No one important has ever been in Slytherin."

"Actually..." Sirius began and then paused. He looked to Remus who was also torn between telling his friend or not.

Coming to a conclusion, Sirius continued, "Merlin was in Slytherin." And then winced, waiting for James' reaction.

James just stared at them blankly for a minute. Remus was afraid that he had fine into shock. Then he began spluttering. And as he spluttered, he choked on his saliva so now he was coughing.

Remus and Sirius waited patiently for their friend to end his fit. "Mer...Merlin? In...in SLYTHERIN?! How is that even posibble!"

"It is possible James," Remus said tiredly.

"But why?" James whined. "Slytherins are so laaaaame! Like seriously! They are so disgusting! And creepy! And they just plain suck!" James paused, and then added to Sirius, "no offence meant, of course."

"Don't bother." Sirius said waving off the suggestion. "Slytherins do suck."

Just then, two children entered the cabin. They heard Sirius' last sentence and one of them stiffened. The girl didn't seem to notice.

"Are these two seats free? I'm Lily..Lily Evans by the way."

"You're beautiful..." James drooled.

"Excuse me? I think she asked for seats." The boy, Severus Snape growled.

"Excuse you. We heard her." Sirius said very rudely.

"Black? What are you doing here?"

"None of your business Snivelly."

Lily huffed at the boys. She was mad. Her green eyes were flashing and her red hair looked as if it was on fire. She crossed her arms. "Come on Severus. They're not worth our time."

The two of them went out, James' yells echoing in their ears, "Of course you can sit here! Hey! Come back!"

"You've got it bad, man," Remus said, looking amusedly at his friend.

"Shut up," James said angrily. That stupid girl! Why did she have to be friends with that git?

"Anyway," Sirius said, changing the topic. "You guys want to prank the hell out of Hogwarts?"

"Sure,"

"It'll be fun."

The three of them whooped. Then, Remus said, "Hogwarts won't know what hit it."

"Too right, my dear friend. Too right."

"I almost feel sad for it. Almost."

Those few words solidified their friendship. They spent the rest of their journey, playing exploding snap. When the trolley lady came, all three of them bought heaps of chocolates.

So much that they hadn't finished them even when they had reached Hogwarts. Even with Remus' obsession with chocolate.

They stuffed the remaining chocolates into their pockets and followed the other first years out. They saw a giant man calling to all the first years. Remus called a greeting, "Hey Hagrid! How's it going?"

"Wha...Remus! 'ows it going?"

Remus grinned at Hagrid and moved away. There was no point in shouting, they could barely hear each other anyway.

They got into one of the four-people boats. A small boy came to them shivering, "do you think I can sit with you guys?"

"Sure," Sirius replied for all of them.

"Thanks. I asked them over there," the boy said pointing at a group of boys in another boat, "and they pitched me into the water." he said with a shiver. "I'm Peter Pettigrew, " he added.

"James Potter."

"Sirius Black."

"Remus Lupin."

They sat on the boat for a few minutes and then, got off when they reached the other side of the lake.

Hagrid knocked thrice on a large oak door and it opened to reveal a stern looking professor.

"Firs' years Professor McGonagall,"

"Thank you Hagrid. Move in children."

James, Sirius, Remus and Peter followed the long line of kids into a separate room. McGonagall told them that it was the room next to the Hall and then left them to prepare themselves.

Getting bored, Sirius looked around. He gasped when he saw people coming out of the wall. "Ghosts," he whispered.

"Yes, ghosts we are. Though we would prefer if you didn't rub it in," The Bloody Baron said.

"Wicked." James and Sirius said at the same time.

Professor McGonagall entered again and told the ghosts to go away. "Follow me. We need to get you sorted into your houses."

James, Remus and Sirius looked at each other and then followed her. Walking to one of the most important moments of their lives.


	2. Chapter 2

_**hi again! It's me! As I had mentioned before, this story is for my friend who is a huge fan of Harry Potter. And if any of you were wondering - I am a Slytherin and proud of it. So read the chapter and tell me what you think in a review!**_

When they entered the Great Hall, Sirius was dumbstruck. His parents had told him a great deal about the school but no words could describe the first look at the Hall.

The ceiling was high up and was lit up just like the night sky outside. The enormous Hall had four tables - obviously for the four houses - and the older students were sitting there, pointing at the new arrivals.

"First years!" Professor McGonagall called to capture their attention, "I will read out your name from the list, "here she brandished a scroll in her hand, "and you will step up here and put on this hat. The hat will decide which house you belong in."

All the children in the line nodded. Some looked scared, some like James were sure of where they would go, and some like Sirius were apprehensive.

Suddenly, the sorting hat opened his mouth - brim, whatever - and began to sing :

_Godric Grffindor emerged from fire,_

_The courage, daring and nerve set in him, _

_Are to be much admired, _

_So Gryffindors beware, these qualities mayn't be dim. _

_Helga Hufflepuff from the earth, _

_Loyalty, patience and toil, deep-set in her bones, _

_So be aware, these qualities aren't of mirth, _

_To Hufflepuffs, these aspects are not unknown._

_Rowena Ravenclaw born of air,_

_Her acceptance, wisdom and wit, _

_Are known to draw in and ensnare, _

_Ravenclaws know that these attributes are not of myth. _

_Salazar Slytherin dawned from water, _

_Infinite bounds of cunning, ambition and fraternity, _

_Gain much of his imprimatur, _

_The Slytherins are aware, such traits yield approval for eternity._

_The four founders of Hogwarts, _

_They decided to let me sort, _

_The next generation into separate rapports, _

_Based on their different fortes. _

_So here I am, a talking hat,_

_One that can look in your head at that!_

_Don't be shy, darling first years,_

_Everyone goes through this, even your peers._

_Put me on and I'll say_

_Whether you belong in Gryffindor with the brave hearts, _

_Or in Ravenclaw with the smart mouths._

_You might belong in Hufflepuff standing with loyalty,_

_Or in Slytherin with cunning and real friends. _

_So put me on,_

_I'll be snug on your ears,_

_And you'll know,_

_Which house is yours!_

The sorting hat fell silent after it had sang its song and sat on the stool, looking exactly like a tattered, weather-beaten hat.

McGonagall opened the scroll and began calling out names. "Astor, Adrian!"

A boy with black hair ran up to the stool. He shoved on the hat and sat still. It almost seemed like he was muttering things to the hat. Finally, the sorting hat called out, "Slytherin!"

The boy grinned, set down the stool and jogged over to the Slytherin table. His presence was met with a round of applause.

"Aubrey, Bertram!"

The boy ran up the steps and put on the hat. Almost immediately, the hat yelled, "Hufflepuff!"

"Azzará, Katrina!"

A girl with brown pigtails and serious glasses went up to the hat. After considerable deliberation, it yelled, "Ravenclaw!"

After another six or seven names, "Sirius Black!" was called.

Sirius cast a petrified glance at James and Remus and then walked up, schooling his features into an indifferent mask. The school tittered - there was no point in sorting the Blacks, they would always be in Slytherin. Always had been, always are and always would be.

Sirius sat down on the stool, the hat on his head. He shut his eyes, waiting for the verdict.

Suddenly, the hat spoke to him.

_A Black, eh? Always end up in Slytherin, they do. But you are different._

"How am I different?"

_You have bravery in you. And courage. You would fit in Gryffindor. But perhaps, Slytherin is where you belong after all. You do have cunning in you._

"Not Slytherin. Not Slytherin!"

_True. You don't have the ambition or self-preservation for it. But you do have the cunning, resourcefulness and cleverness of a Slytherin. _

"Please not Slytherin."

_Hmm. Smart enough for Ravenclaw but not enough acceptance. You have the loyalty of a Hufflepuff but you dislike working hard. Would_ _fit in Gryffindor. Brave, courageous_ _and a prankster. Still, won't you_ _reconsider_...

"No. Not Slytherin."

_"Alright then. If you don't choose Slytherin, then it is_ "GRYFFINDOR!" The hat yelled out the last part and Sirius let out pent up breath. He had gotten away from his family. He was not on Slytherin!

The school was shocked. A Black who wasn't in Slytherin! A. Black. Who. Wasn't. In. Slytherin!

Then James began clapping from his place in line. Remus joined him and soon the Gryffindor Table picked it up. They had got the first non-Slytherin Black!

Then a "Jacqueline Belmonte". She was immediately placed into Gryffindor.

"Dirk Cresswell!" "Ravenclaw!"

Then, came, "Lily Evans!" the girl from the train. Remus saw James' mouth drop open when she walked over and Remus had an urge to tell him to shut his mouth before flies entered.

She sat down on the stool nervously and yanked the hat on. A minute later it had yelled "Gryffindor!"

The slimy boy from the train glanced disappointedly at her and Lily gave him a quick smile, before heading over to the Gryffindor table.

Another ten or so students later Remus was called on. The hat was kept on for a few minutes. Remus was visibly paling at whatever it had said. Then it yelled "Gryffindor!"

James couldn't be happier. The two boys he considered his friends were in his own house. The world couldn't be a better place!

A "Mary McDonald" was called on next and she was sorted into Gryffindor.

Mulciber was called on next and was sorted into Slytherin.

Peter was called next and he spent almost the same amount of time as Remus, fidgeting nervously. Finally the sorting hat called out "Gryffindor."

"James Potter!"

James grinned easily and loped up the steps and sat down on the stool. He put the hat on his head and after barely touching his forehead, the hat yelled out "GRYFFINDOR!"

James grinned again, dropped the hat and went and sat between Sirius and Remus. The Sorting Ceremony ended with Something-or-the-other Wilkes getting sorted into Ravenclaw.

Dumbledore got up and looked down at the students benevolently. "Now, is definitely not the time to chat. So after you eat, I suppose I'll tell you the rules. Two words for now, Tuck in!"

Sirius said, "Are you sure he's not off his rocker?"

"Of course he's not!" Remus said.

"He's the greatest wizard of all time! Even Voldy fears him!" James added, then paused, "Though he might be mad?" it came out as a question, seeing Remus' glare.

Further conversation was halted when good magically appeared in front of them. Of course magically, Remus thought candidly, we are in THE most powerful magic school.

Further thoughts on this matter were shoved to the furthest corner of his mind when he saw chocolate pudding appear in front of him. With a shriek of "Chocolate!" he snatched the entire bowl off the table and refused to give it to anyone.

James and Sirius had their plates piled high with everything foodie which was present in their nearby vicinity. After all the vessels containing food were completely empty ( and this is saying something since, the entire meal was magic ) Dumbledore got up.

"So students, I would like to inform you that The Forest is put of bounds," there were a few groans at this. "The older students should know this," he said with a stern look at Gideon and Gabriel, the current reigning pranksters of the school.

"Also Fanged Frisbees, Horned Scrumpets and other such items are all out of bounds and anyone seen with them will be given detention with Filch. For a more detailed list of the forbidden items, please go and look at the one pinned in front of Filch's office."

James, Remus and Sirius were having a burping contest and currently, Remus..._Remus_ was the one who was in the lead, with the loudest burp. The girl from the train was looking at them in disgust before she focused her attention on what Professor Dumbledore was saying.

"That will be all. Goodnight! Prefects, please lead your first years to the Common Room."

Remus stood up yawning and the other two soon followed him. They followed the Gryffindor Prefects - Keith Jones and Silena Robin. They walked up winding staircases and came to a sudden halt.

Craning their necks, to see what was going on, the three of them pushed their way to the front where they saw a ghost throwing water balloons at the Prefects. The Prefects, being the Prefects were dismissing it but the ghost got lucky and one hit Silena.

"Peeves stop! Otherwise I'll tell The Bloody Baron."

Peeves paused. Then the thought of pranking obviously got the better of him because, "Ickle firsties!" he cackled and threw the balloons into the crowd.

Remus and Sirius looked at each other and whispered, "Wicked."

"Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" James asks.

"Yep."

"Definitely. We should totally get Peeves to help out."

After ten minutes, Peeves left them, soaking wet to go and prank the Hufflepuff first years who he could hear moving to their common room.

Keith sighed and led them to a portrait of a fat lady. "You need to tell her the password or she won't allow you in."

"Password dearie?"

"Cornua Draconis."

The first years followed the Prefects inside to the common room. It was big with loads of comfy armchairs and a roaring fire. Two staircases could be seen towards the end.

"The girls' dormitory is to the right. Follow Silena. Boys! Follow me."

They split up and Sirius, James and Remus found themselves in their new room. They shared it with Peter Pettigrew, the boy who had been pushed into the lake.

"So mates, got any ideas for a prank?" Sirius asked, almost giggling in delight.

"Not good ones."

"I'm too sleepy to think."

"Alright. But we have to prank the school by the end of the week. Otherwise, I'm disowning the lot of you."

"Sure mate."

"We'll prank the living hell out of this school, don't you worry Sirius."

And they went to bed. Sirius was thinking about his new lifestyle when he hit upon the fact that his mother, Walburga, would be furious. He cringed. He was sure she would be disappointed. God knows what she would do to him.

Tomorrow morning he would find out.


	3. Chapter 3

_**Hey! Sorry I took so long with this chapter. Unfortunately, I'm going out for a week and won't be able to upload. And to those of you who have read by other fanfic, The Battle, I promise I'm working on the sequel. I might upload the first chapter today, I'm not sure sorry. **_

**_Anyway, I hope you like this chapter. And that you will review. Reviews make me happy :) so enjoy and tell me what you think in a review. Or you can PM me. Anything works. Read on..._**

Remus got up early in the morning. He thought back to last night - how his two...friends had been so happy, how he had been included in everything and how everything would be ruined if they found out about him.

His secret.

He checked the calendar hanging on the wall, next to the clock. The next full moon wouldn't be there for another two weeks. _Thank god_.

His eyes wandered over to the clock and he yelped. It was 7:46am! They were going to be late! And the other three people in his room hadn't even woken up.

He got off the bed and went over to Sirius. He figured Sirius would be the easiest to wake up. Boy, was he _wrong_.

After a minute of poking and prodding and receiving only grunts and snorts in return, Remus gave up and went over to James.

He was still wearing his glasses, askew on his face and was clutching his pillow. One leg was dangling off the cot onto the floor and the blanket was nowhere to be seen.

He poked and prodded Potter before giving up. This was another lost cause. Remus was getting angry. He did not want to be late on the very first day.

And an angry Remus is not someone to joke with. Even at the young, impressionable age of eleven.

Remus went up to James and slapped him across the face. And it wasn't a slight slap either. James woke up with a start, his cheek red from where Remus had slapped him.

"Wha..? Why'd you do that?" he asked somewhat groggily.

"Because it's late and none of you were getting up." Remus huffed. "Now get up and help me drag Sirius to the bathroom."

"The bathroom? What's there in the bathroom?" James asked, fixing his glasses.

"You'll see." Remus grinned wolfishly.

James took Sirius' right arm and helped Remus drag him to the bathroom. Sirius was so heavy!

James left him and Remus carried ( read as shoved ) Sirius to the bathtub. "Sirius, I'm giving you one last chance. Wake up!"

Sirius' eyes fluttered and he mumbled something unintelligible under his breath. Something which sounded suspiciously like "Go to Hell, _mother_."

Remus scowled, his green-gold eyes flashing. "I am not your _mother_, you prat."

James brushed his teeth while Remus pulled off Sirius' blanket. Sirius got comfortable in the bathtub, obviously thinking that they were finally going to leave him alone.

Remus turned on the tap. Water came spurting out of the shower, right onto Sirius' face. James choked on his toothpaste.

_I had no clue Remus was such a prankster, _James marvelled, _He'll seriously help with the pranks._

Sirius woke up to a mouth filled with water. He tried yelling at Remus, but of course, he only got more water. His legs and arms began flailing around as the water slowly filled the tub.

As usually happens when you are caught in such a situation, you stop thinking. Sirius made large puppy-dog eyes at Remus. His leg caught at the side of the tub and he winced.

Remus, finally understanding that Sirius was as dumb as they came, yanked him out of the tub by his collar. Sirius glared at Remus.

"Why on Merlin and his aunt Bettie, did you do that?!"

"I did that," Remus pointed at the tub and the water, "because you weren't waking up and I didn't want to be late on the first day." He paused, checking the time. "Speaking of which, we have twenty minutes before class starts."

Sirius gulped and looked at James. James stared at Remus. "Sirius get ready! And James stop staring at me!"

The three boys got ready and at some point of time Peter joined them. Nobody bothered asking how he woken up. It could've been Sirius' girlish scream, Remus' anger or James' coughing - it didn't matter.

They could NOT be late on the first day.

Getting dressed in record time ( 10 minutes ), they set off for breakfast. Peter had joined them and though he wasn't particularly welcomed, he wasn't shunned either.

That was good enough for him.

They reached the Great Hall and managed to get seats at the Gryffindor table. James and Sirius began piling their plates with everything within reach; Peter gobbled down half the eggs in under a minute; and Remus practically inhaled slices of bacon.

Sirius was surprised to find that he didn't have any letters - after all, he had been expecting a Howler at the very least from his mother. The owls had swooped down already and had dropped down packages.

Peter had got a heavy letter from his mother telling him how proud she was that he had gotten into Gryffindor. In five pages.

Professor McGonagall came around to the Gryffindor ten minutes later, a disapproving frown on her face as she caught sight of the four boys. She handed over their timetables, making sure not to touch any one of their sticky hands.

The red haired girl from the train came over from the end of the table with three other girls.

"Lily Evans, Professor McGonagall. We wanted to see our timetables,"

The other three girls nodded in agreement.

"Marlene McKinnon," was a blonde haired beauty, even at the young age of eleven. And she knew it. McKinnon had sparkling blue eyes, her face was flawless and actions graceful.

"Mary McDonald," was a brown haired brown-eyes girl with a small petite body. She also looked a little too much of a goody-two-shoes.

The last girl, "Jacqueline Belmonte," was an italian beauty, but it was obvious she didn't care about her looks from the way her hair was tossed into a small, messy ponytail and the frown on her face. She had black hair, barely reaching her shoulder and wide black eyes, which were currently occupied in glaring at everyone near her.

Professor McGonagall nodded and handed over four timetables. The girls took them, and without a backward glance, walked away; presumably to their first class.

And then, she turned around and glared at the boys. "You are going to be late if you don't leave for Charms, right now!"

Remus checked the time. "Holy—!" he yelped. Grabbing his book bag, he ran out of the Great Hall without waiting for his friends.

James and Sirius look at each other and shrug, still taking their time. Professor McGonagall glares at them, and then finally yells, "MOVE!"

"Geez! What's her problem?" Sirius muttered, as the three of them made their way to the Charms classroom on the first floor. They arrive just before the bell rings, to signify the beginning of the period.

Sirius took a seat next to Remus, while James sat with Peter who looked like he might almost die from happiness. Their professor, a tiny man who introduced himself as Professor Filius Flitwick began the class with roll call.

"Charms is not an easy subject, as some of you may think," he squeaked. "Some will find it easy, others will not. Charms is not only charming little spells you can show off to your friends at a dinner party." He scowled, looking comical.

"Charms includes stinging hexes, long-lasting curses and also much more darker spells." Then he stopped, looking fearfully at the at the group of first years in front of him.

"Take this down!" Professor Flitwick ordered and the class, comprising of Gryffindors and Hufflepuffs groaned. Sirius glanced at Remus who was concentrating on the Professor.

_He looked awfully similar to the Ravenclaws_, Sirius thought regretfully.

"Charms," Flitwick began in a self-important tone, "is the art of changing an item, without changing its necessary nature. It is one of the most important subjects you will be taking, here at Hogwarts."

The sound of quills scribbling on parchment was the only noise to be heard. Sirius glanced over at James who was staring blankly at the Professor. He had a weird dreamy-eyed, lovesick look in his eyes as well.

Sirius glanced around to find out the reason and found Lily Evans scribbling furiously, sitting next to Mary McDonald. Sirius smirked and nudged Remus and nodded towards both of them.

"James is in love," he cooed. Remus looked amused at him before turning back to his notes.

Flitwick droned on, "Charms is not the same as Transfiguration." before he could continue, he was interrupted by a girl from Hufflepuff.

"Sir, how is Charms different from Transfiguration. You haven't really explained that part,"

Sirius gave a snort of amusement. Remus looked at him, grinned and rolled his eyes, muttering "Suck-up,"

"Yes, Miss?" Flitwick questioned.

"Patterson, Jeanine Patterson."

"Well, Miss Patterson, I was coming to that point. In future pleaser refrain from interrupting me. I will give you time to ask questions every class, but wait until I do."

Jeanine shrank back from Flitwick, his size had not removed the sting from the words.

James and Peter hadn't even been paying attention to class, until the girl interrupted and got scolded. A piece of parchment was shoved under their books, with the names of famous singers. They were playing hangman.

Sirius and Remus were currently trying to draw a copy of the girl. _Nobody_ liked a goody-two-shoes, suck-up.

She had a moustache in green; purple hair; claws instead of nails, painted pink with orange polka dots; her eyes had been given a maniacal twinkle with violet and red and there was peach blood dripping from her mouth. They had also drawn a weird squiggle next to her and labelled it as her brain.

_Boys_ will be _boys_.

They spent the rest of the lesson taking notes on Charms. The four boys had Transfiguration with Professor McGonagall next.

"Oh joy," Sirius muttered. James whacked his arm. "Ow! What'd you do that for? And why did you do it and not Remus?"

"Why can't James hit you?" Remus asked while James was temporarily speechless. Recovering, he began flailing his arms around, almost hitting Peter in the eye.

"Oh sorry Pete, didn't see ya there."

"James can't hit me when it's related to studies. That's you!" Sirius protested.

"He's got a point there," Peter pointed out.

"Thank you Pete. At least somebody recognises my superior logic."

"Oh shut up Sirius."

"Let's just get to Transfiguration. I don't want to be almost-late for this lesson as well."

As they were walking down one staircase to the second floor, Remus asked, "Why did you hit Sirius anyway?"

"Yeah, why did you hit me? What's so special about Transfiguration?"

"Uh... I went through the books in the summer, and...liked it?" James' preference came out as a question as he didn't know how his friends would react.

"Here I thought Remus was the only nerd!" Sirius was giggling, giggling.

"I am not a nerd!" James whispered horrified.

"You read the book," Sirius paused, wheezing with laughter, "during the summer break. Why?"

"I dunno. I was just flipping through and it was interesting." James shrugged.

"James! Even I didn't read any school book in the summer, and I'm more studios than you. How's you manage to read? Did your head almost explode?"

"No it most certainly did—!"

"Hey James, I bet Professor McGonagall will love you. Her little-wittle perfect student." Peter cried out.

"Bloody Merlin." James growled out and stomped away. The other three had to run to catch up to him. They were almost three-fourths there, when one of Lily's friends ran into them.

It was Mary McDonald.

"Hey Mary," Remus said kindly.

"Hey," the other three followed suit.

"Oh, thank Merlin. Is this the right way to Transfiguration? I got lost a while ago and couldn't find the classroom."

"Yeah, it's supposed to be right in this direction." James said.

"You can come with us, if you want." Sirius offered, warily.

"Thanks. I'll tag along if you don't mind. I bloody well don't want to get lost again!"

So, the five of them reached the Transfiguration classroom a few minutes early and were greeted with an angry Lily.

"Where were you Mary? And why are you with them?"

"It's nothing Lily. I just got lost and couldn't find you guys. I just ran into them a few minutes ago and tagged along. Didn't want to get lost again."

"Oh, alright then. Marlene save a place for you next to her." Marlene waved, doodling on a spare parchment. The italian girl, Jacqueline was sitting next to Lily paying no attention to anyone.

The four took their seats at the back of the classroom - they were definitely lucky - Sirius with Remus, Peter with James. James and Peter had gone back to their game of hangman, so that left Sirius and Remus for conversation.

Well, technically no conversation could take place because the bell rang and a tabby cat entered the room.

The cat stalked into the room, ignoring looks ranging from disbelief to amusement. It went right up to the desk and took a huge leap and landed softly on the top. It looked at them through wide brown eyes, gazing at them unblinkingly.

Sirius was staring at the cat as if it was something rotten. "What is up with that?" he hissed to James who was sitting on the desk next to him.

"The cat? God knows. Ask Remus, I'll ask Pete. Maybe we can find the answer."

"Remus.." Sirius whispered, "do you have any idea why there is a cat sitting on the desk where our teacher should sit?"

"Maybe it's a test or something. Or maybe Professor McGonagall is an Animagus," Remus shrugged.

"Holy Hell! That actually makes sense!"

"Sirius? Sirius! What makes sense? Oh, and Pete said that he can't figure it out either."

"Remus did. He brilliant."

"What's the reason?"

"James," Sirius began seriously, "it is either some sort of a test or Minnie is an Animagus."

"That's brilliant! It has to be one of them! And who's Minnie?"

"Prof. McGonagall. I heard Dumbledore calling her Minerva yesterday. Obviously, I'm not going to call her Minerva. Minnie seems to be an appropriate nickname."

"Dude! Do you know how much that would piss her off?"

"Sure do," Sirius said, grinning maniacally.

Just then, Professor McGonagall ( the cat ) changed back to its human form. She was leaning against the desk, a stern expression on her face while looking over her students.

Sirius couldn't help it. He yelled, "WE WERE RIGHT!"

James, Peter and Remus all swivelled around to watch him, as did the other people in the classroom. Professor McGonagall was almost scowling at him, from behind her glasses.

"You were right about what Mister Black?"

"About you being an Animagus, Prof. Remus, here," he said, yanking the poor boy up, "figured it out when I asked him."

McGonagall gave Remus a kind smile before staring down at Sirius. "No more interruptions, Black. I don't care what your excuse is."

"Sure thing Minnie,"

"What did you call me?"

"Nothing Professor."

"Anyway," McGonagall began, her voice laced with sarcasm. "I gave you that demonstration since many of you here want to become Animagus. For starters, the transformation of a human into his corresponding animal comes under Transfiguration. If you wish to become an Animagus, you will have to work very hard indeed in my class."

"Transfiguration, unlike Charms is the change of objects with respect to their molecular structures. Every time you transfigure something, you are changing its inner, molecular structure."

There was a frantic scribble of quills against parchment.

"Transfiguration is systematic and needs discipline. Transfiguration is closely linked to the Muggle science. Muggles have explained molecular structure and it's alteration in science and hence, Transfiguration is easier for those with scientifically-inclined minds."

"What is she talking about?" Sirius hissed.

"Shut up. This is bloody fascinating!" James whispered back.

"Transfiguration is directly affected by five factors. They are body weight of the object, viciousness of the object before transformation and after, wand power, concentration of the caster, and an unknown factor commonly called Z. This factor has not been determined. It's presence however, has been proved."

Everyone was fascinated with the talk. McGonagall did not take any notice f the attention and continued on as before.

Lily Evans raised her hand. "Yes miss Evans?"

"Animagus is the transformation of a human into one animal Professor. Is it possible to transform yourself or another person into multiple animals?"

If Professor McGonagall's talk hadn't aroused curiosity, Evans' question certainly did. There was a low murmur of voices in response to this question.

"There are two types of transformation in Animagus transformation - Animagus doesn't mean that you can change into only one species. One is the Trans-species one which I just demonstrated and the other is Human Transformation."

"What is the difference Professor?" Elizabeth Cray called out.

"Human transformation differs from normal Animagus transformation. In this, the human can change into a plethora of different animals, but they do not retain their level of intelligence. They take on the animal's intelligence."

"What if the animal is stupid Professor? How does the human change back?" Daniel Finnigan asked.

"The human doesn't. This form of transfiguration is not recommended at all and is very rare. Few wizards choose to take this risk."

Everyone was hanging on to the Professor's words. "That's all I'm afraid I can tell you without confusing you further. If you still wish to know, ask me in third or fourth year."

Jacqueline and James let out twin sighs. "Transfiguration is divided into four types - Transformation, Vanishment, Conjuration and Untransfiguration..."

The rest of the class was not in the least as interesting and when the bell rang, everyone scrambled for the door.

"What do we have now?" Peter asked.

"Free period. Yay us." Remus replied, checking the timetable.

"At least we don't have any homework." Sirius said brightly.

"Yet." James added gloomily.

"What's up with you Gloomy Gus?" Sirius asked.

"Nothing. I really liked Transfiguration, wanted to know more about the Animagus transformations."

"Yeah mate. That was actually not half-bad."

After lunch, they had another free period, followed by double Herbology with the Hufflepuffs. Their Professor, Sprout spent the entire period showing them different types of plants and their usefulness, properties and regions.

Then they had Double History of Magic, in which Professor Binns began their curriculum. They snored soundly - at least James did- in his class while he droned on about the First Goblin War.

Finally, finally, they got to leave for dinner. There were no announcements and such and the four went to their dorm early to discuss their prank ideas.

They couldn't think of anything extraordinary and fell asleep early. They were exhausted.


End file.
